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WORDS TO LIVE BY FNR) 


DR. BEEBE, author of "High Jungle,” with a friend from Venezuela 


cA this was reality — until I 
looked back.” 


per often ask whether I have ever seen 
a sea serpent. My invariable answer is, yes. 
Of course, it depends on what is meant by a 
sea serpent. Some of my more terrifying mon- 
sters were quite small, and a few were impressive 
only under a microscope. But a germ can be 
more deadly than a tiger. 

Once, however, I actually saw something that 
fulfilled the popular notion of a sea serpent — 
huge, serpentine, dragon-like. I was in the Bathy- 
sphere, under water off Bermuda, engaged in 
contour diving. That is to say, I was being 
drawn by the cable of the guide ship close over 
the ocean floor. 

When we approached a reef, I called out over 
the telephone and the sphere would be raised 
five fathoms or so out of danger, and then 
lowered again when the reef was passed. 

I had hurdled two reefs when I saw the sea 
serpent; longer and stranger than the Loch Ness 
Monster, with black coils that seemed to writhe, 
and stretched as far as my eye could see. 
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Slowly I drifted over the unending length of 
the creature, as the floor of the ocean fell away, 
darker and ever deeper beneath me. But before 
the murkiness of the bottom closed in I looked 
back at my monster. 

This was a mistake. If I had not looked back 
I would have had an amazing story to tell the 
world, of a sea serpent longer than any known 
living creature, surely many times more terrible! 
If I had not been a scientist I could have em- 
bellished my narrative with much fancy detail. 


Peruaps the unbelievable, unending, undulat- 
ing length was more startling than would have 
been head or evil eyes. All this was reality — 
until I looked back and realized that what I was 
watching was the black transatlantic cable, whose 
end was attached to shore almost directly in 
front of my house. 

Why, from the Bathysphere, did I seem to 
see the cable wind and writhe when as a matter 
of fact it was lying motionless on the bottom? 
The action of currents perhaps, but more likely, 
imagination born of the glorious excitement 
which only a naturalist could know. 


Sidelines 


FUNNY MAN: A young man back from a 
vacation in Monte Carlo reports that he had 
to borrow a dinner jacket from an English 
friend in order to attend a formal affair. 
Unfortunately, the jacket was much too large 
for him and whenever he shook hands with 
another guest the sleeve would slip down 
and envelope both their hands. “This is 
frightfully embarrassing,” the young man 
eventually whispered to his English friend. 
“Don’t worry,” came the heartening reply. 
“You're a great hit. Everyone thinks it's 
your country’s idea of a practical joke.” 


SIGN: On a big, fat brewery truck rumbling 
through Kansas last week was this plea: 
“Bump me light. I'm full of beer.” 
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PERFECTIONIST: Our historical story for 
today concerns the famous naval commander, 
John Paul Jones. Jones was the son of the 
head gardener of the Earl of Selkirk, in Scot- 
land, who tended the formal plots with fanat- 
ical fussiness. In the garden there were two 
matching summer houses that stood side by 
side. One day the Earl, taking a walk in his 
garden, noticed a man locked up in one of 
the houses, and young Jones in the other. 
The gardener explained: “Your lordship, I 
caught the rascally stranger stealing some of 
your fruit.” ‘But your son?” asked the Earl. 
“Is he guilty too ?” “Oh, no, please your 
lordship,” said the elder Jones, “I just put 
him in for symmetry.” 
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